Musicians of the Orient

reflection fits, keel to keel Where there is a vessel seen directly
below its bows, the echo of it goes headlong down into the
depths, sheer down like the leadline, and the topmost decks of it
come back into a mysterious reality, as if they have pierced the
water film and emerged again into the clear air high above that
marble quay.

In case there is not already enough animation, enough fluttering
of pennons, three great masts spring up high into the air from
sockets of bronze and marble. The masts are painted a military
scarlet, and fly the three flags of the Serenissima. It is in perpetual
reminder of their sea dominion; for, even when there are no ships
tied up to the wall, there is ever the drumming of ropes and the
flaunting of banners. But this, and this alone, gives the reality of
history to the scene, for, in all else, it belongs to a world of
fantasy that is created down to its smallest details out of the
imagination. The sequence follows back easily from truth into
fiction, even at a corner of one of the flags. For it touches against
a balcony of musicians and, following its blown edges, we come
to a terrace of hills set out with vines, and to a town of cupolas
and domes built at altogether too improbable an elevation upon
the mountains. But, nevertheless, it is true; and the reality of this
strange world is proved in the band of music.

They are playing on a wide platform, put up especially for the
occasion, and constructed of wooden timbers. The musicians are
come out of the Orient in their brocaded dresses and the shaggy
hats, as of rough wool or untrimmed fur, that they are wearing.
Their instruments of percussion are cymbal and kettledrum, but
the din made by these is as nothing to the blaring of the trumpets,
blown with full force, like salvoes, to the crowd beneath. They
are made in many different shapes: serpentine, wrapping round
the body, for deeper rumbling of sound: straight, but swelling
into shell like fulness at the mouth, for roaring loudness: or thin
and long, with slides and pistons, for changes of the voice and
for a shriller tone. Playing in their intervals are all the lutes: some,
like a halved gourd or melon: some for the touch of tapering
hands, and shaped for that.

It is one of those mornings that fill the mind with sails! One
of those mornings when a journey should begin! A morning of
Carpaccio! We first saw it in the sky. This is flying every inch and
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